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Shelton and Captain Johnstone, to a parley. They went, with
a misgiving that was wholly justified, for immediately upon
their arrival he intimated that they must remain as his host-
ages, owing to the fact that Jelalabad had not been evacuated
according to the treaty. General Elphinstone begged hard
that he, at least, might return to his men to lead them in their
retreat, but Akbar was inexorable.

Finding that their officers did not return, the survivors of
this awful chapter of disaster struggled on towards Jelalabad.
They had to climb a steep hill-path called the Jagdulluk Pass,
and when they arrived at the summit at about nine o'clock in
the evening they found themselves facing a horde of Afghans,
ambushed behind a barricade of fallen trees and bushes,
Volley after volley poured into them, and though they sold
their lives dearly, they were almost annihilated. Only twenty
officers and forty-five men escaped. These were intercepted
further along the road, and again a fight took place, which
reduced their numbers to seven officers and five privates,
Still the survivors pressed on, starving and frost-bitten, and
weak from wounds, comrades lying down to die at every mile,
until at last when they reached the town of Futtehabad six
only remained alive. Jelalabad was now in sight, and it
seemed as if, after all their agony, deliverance was at hand.
Some peasants came out and gave them food, but as
they were recruiting their exhausted strength a party of
Afghan horsemen appeared on the plain and charged them
furiously. The Englishmen jumped on their starved and
stumbling horses, but they were quickly overtaken and, with
the exception of one man, were cut down by their ruthless
enemy*

That evening the sentries on the ramparts of Jelalabad saw
a solitary horseman riding across the "dusty plain. Ha was
evidently an Englishman and in sore plight. His head drooped
upon his horsed head, his arms hung down limply, and with a
free rein the horse, a living skeleton with its poor ribs showing
through the skin, staggered forward to the fort. The strange